FLEE/ THE GIANT 
[WEREWOLF HAS AWAKENED 
.FROM HIS FOREST SLEEP/. 



SSI 






There's no such animal, 




tomatiaally wins? 



friend and I were.. 

icking the ponies one 

day when I started telling 

him about a sure thing 

I heard about. 

"You say it pays four bucks 

for every three?" he asked. 

"Yep," I replied. 

"And can't lose? It i 

Must be illegal!" 
"Not a bit," I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
ment very much approves . . .." 



"Who said anything about a horse?" I asked. 

"So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 

"It not only could be — but is— U. S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply. "The surest 
thing running on any track today. 

'Tor every three dollars you invest in U.S. 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan — which 
means you buy bonds automatically from 
your paycheck — that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 

"Tearing upmy racing form! The horse I'm bet- 
ting on from now on is U. S. Savings Bonds." 



Automatic saving is sure saving -0.S. Savings Bond's 

Contributed by this magazine in co-operation with the Magazine 
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VlNCE FOWLER WAS A RUTHLESS, MONEY -HAD OIL TYCOON, WHO LET NOTHING STAND IN HIS WAY, WHEN IT 
CAME TO LEASING AND BUYING NEW OIL ~fHCH LANDS. WHEN ONE OF FOWLER'S fSSTERS DETECTED THE 
BLACK GOLD BENEATH AN OLD INDIAN BURIAL GROUNDS, HE THOUGHT NOTHING OF DISRUPTING THIS LAST 
RESTING PLACE OF THE DEAD. BUT VlNCE FOWLER WOULD NEVER HAVE STARTED THIS LAST 
PROJECT, IF HE'D HAD EVEN AN INKLING OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS OF UNHOLY HORROR THAT 
WOULD ENSUE f " 







WHEN FOWLER DESIRED SOMETHING, WHETHER IT WAS 
MONEY POWER, OR A GIRL, HE CAMPAIGNED VIGOROROUSLY 
TO GET IT BARRING NO EXPENSE. IN THE NEXT FEW DAYS, 
FOWLER'S WHIRLWIND COURTSHIP SWEPT Tim DARK AND 

LOVELY MARIA OFF HER FEET/ 



AND SO, THE FOLLOWING WEEK ■ -V~^ 

WHAT A HANDSOME COUPLE^ ME 'S I 
YOUNG FOWLER AND HIS rfLUCKY, TOO/ 
BRIDE MAKE/ SHE'S A LUCKY J SHE'S 
GIRL TO WIN A RICH AND A SWEET AND 

POWERFUL MAN LIKE HIM /H BEAUTIFUL I 




YES, I -I 00 REMEMBER SOME 
HORRIBLE VISION LIKE THAT/ 
IT COULONT HAVE REALLY 
HAPPENED/ MUST 1 VE BEEN 
AS YOU SAID/ 





IN ItlZ.A RICH AMERICAN NAMED JOHN LANGOON PURCHASES) 
A SMALL HOUSB IN PARIS. THIS HOUSE HAO BEEN CLOSGO 
UP aVTHS DE EBRMNOB FAMIL? FOR TEN WEARS, EVER SINCE 
THE FOUt MUROER OF WEALTH-/ PIERRE OE BHlANOEgt 
A THIEP. WHO WAS EVENTUALLY CAUGHT AND HANGED. 
THE AMERICAN BOUGHT THE HOUSE, FURNISHINGS AHO 
ALL THP FIRST NIGHT OF HIS RESIDENC?- THERE, 
HE DECIDED TO EXPLORE THE 
/ViANY ROOMS... 



HERE'S A ROOM I HAVEN'T SEEN VET 
HMM-.ITS MIDNIGHT' MUST SET 
ALONS TO BED SOON ' 




LANGDON COULD NOT SLEEP THAT NIGHT, IN 
THE MORNING, WaWA^WaWjWK 

fa/wily cAwyes. .and told him OF THE 
previous wSktJb strange happening... 



'But eteN'MOFe strange was the sight greeting 

LANGODN-S I WW WHEN HE LSOTHE iAWYERTDTHff 

corri o5r whfrI hISaoenterbo that door... 



THE /WEN fOU DESCRIBE WERE OLD «OJfc 
SIEUR DE BR1AN0E ANO HIS MURDERER.' 
YOU HAVE WITNESSED A RE-ENACTMENT j 
OF THE FOUL DEED WHICH OCCURRED .* 
EXACTLY TSN YEARS' AGO 
LAST NIGHT, AT MIDNIGHT.' 



S?i.'/| 



r> INDEED ,WHO 
[CAN EXPLAIN THE 

SUPERNATURAL 
I /NFLUENCE WHICH 
I GRAN7EO JOHN 
ItANGOON a 
1 VISION ON THE 
I ANNIVERSARY 
NIGHT OF A 
MAN'S SUDOEN 
p&ATH/NHlSN£W 
I HOME ? ANOTHER 
I STRANGE INOOENT 
I RECORDEO IN THE 
y ANNAtS OF TW» 
MACA8RE.' 



ORGIE THE DQG-FACEO SOY, STAR ATTRACTION OF THE TRI-STATE CARNIVALS FREAK SHOW, HAD 
SOUL AS UGLY AND BROODING AS HIS ANIMAL-LIKE FACE.' FOR MONTHS HE HAP BEEN 
TORTURED AND TAUNTED BYLOVELV LIL DAMON, THE CARNIVAL OWNERS DAUGHTER.. IF LIL WANTED 
A FAVOR FROM THE GROTESQUE FREAK, SHE WOULD ENCOURAGE HIS DOG-LIKE WORSHIP, LEAD 

ft.n^E^JTiM*L2*.E,SSi; SJS^iSSSSA, mSt 5 in m » mu , Vi made him a laughingstock . 




AHARRVYOU* 00 YOU THINK I'M INSANE— TO I 

VE TD LOOK AT THAT WARPED ANP ^^^^ 

FRIGHTENING FREAK'S FACE R?R 

^THE REST OF Mi L 



j^ft 



tS 



aw? THe boss savs cont 

COMZ BACK' KE'SGOINGTO 
REPLACE THE FREAK SHOW 
WITH A NEW ATTRACTION 
ANYHOW,' 




IT- ITS THE SAME WAN.' HE WAS OR, KASPER. 
AMP EVEN THOUGH IT'S BEEN BUPIEP A HUNDRBP 
VEARS, THE CORPSE ISN'T PECOMP0SEP ,' HE < 
MUST HAVE SUPERNATURAL POWERS/ X'VE GOT 
TO RE-WOVE THE STAKE. 



DIP 10U 

COMB 
FROM* 





dnm THE ATTACK OK UL DAMION WASOVER, 
GEORGIE FLEOTHEHOSPnAL. A LITTLE LATER, 
HE RETURNED TO HUMAN FORM , THE NEXT 
DAY, AT UL'S FUNERAL.,, 



MUCH AS 1 HATED L1L, I SHOULD NEVER 
HAVE DONETHISTOHER,' THIS WAS THE 
PENALTY THE GRAVEYARD DEMONS MEANT 
I WOULD PAY/ IT WASN'T WORTH IT.' I 
MUST DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT/ 





VOU FINAUV CAAAE.PR. KASPEP/ NOW \OU MUST PIE ' 
•WE MAPE UP /W MINP TO ATONE FOR THE AWW 
I ArtAPS IN RELEASING - - 
>OU FROM VOUR GRAVE 





CALMEO IN -WE MIDDLE OFTH£ INDIAN OCEAN... 



*We SFTgn wonueR how mucH truth ano how mucH fiction 
thcrc istOths Leoenos which Have come oownTous in 
eacH couittry'S folkiore*. Most scHotaRs will aGRee 
thot a Leqeno Has some aasis in Fact in -me eaRLY 

HISTORY OF a. PCOPLG. We«e ISa-RGPOfiTOFClYOunq 

sea co-PTciin who HO.D an unusuaL ADvenTURC , an 
incioerrr which would seem to eeaR out thg Factual 

CeRTCvirTTY OF One OF TH6 WORLD'S FTIOST 

Famous Leqenos... 




True strange girl spoke in an ancient qreek! Jhe captain assured the girl he knew of no 

I DIALECT, BUT the SCHOLARLY CAPTAIN WAS MAN NAMED ODYSSEUS . SOON A BREEZE CAME 

ABLE TO UNDERSTAND THE GIST OP HSR WOffOS... UP, AND EMERSON HASTENED BACK TO HIS SHIP. ~ 




I JUST REALIZED... ODYSSEUS WAS THE GREEK 
NAME FORM OF THE LEGENDARY ULYSSES, WMC 
WANDER60THE SEAS FOR. IO VEARS AFTER THE 
SIEGE OF ANCIENT TROY. 0EPORE RETURNING 
TO GREECE ' "" 



r POSSIBLE THAT.. 




yes , was it possible that this 

GIRL , LIVING ALONE ON TM6 
OISMAL ISLAND, HAD BEEN 
THERE FOR MORS THAN TWO 
THOUSAND YEARS, ETERNALLY 
V-'AITINCt FOR THE RETURN OF 
HER ANCIENT LOVER ODYSSEUS, 
OR ULYSSES t TO AOO TO THE 
WEIRD NATURE OF THIS 
INCIOENT, CAPTAIN EMERSON 
COULD WOT. FIND THE ISLAND 
CHARTED ON ANY MAR, ANO 
WHENEVER HE TRAVELED 
THAT ROUTE IN THE INDIAN 
OCEAN, HE NEVER SAW 
THAT STflANGE ISLAND 
AGAIN ! SUST ANOTHER > 
UNEXPLAINED MiYSTERV 
IN THE ANNALS OF THS> 
SUPE RNATU RAL ! 




MM 



EACH YEAR, IN THE 
tP/TRAL AMERICAN 
i.LL -FIGHT TOWN OF 
METAJfOS, NESTLED AT 
IX FOOT OF MT POCO, 
ALQNG INACTIVE BUT 
CONTINUALLY SMOKING 
VOLCANO, STRANGE . 
CEREMONIAL RITES ^ 

THELD. ON Ttt 
EVE BEFORE THE 
TWftNAMENT OF 
CHAMFtONS, FANATKAL 
CROWDS CAVORTED 
ABOUT THE GALLOWS- 
HUNS EFFIGY OF THE 
DEVIL- BULL, A SYM- ' 
BOLIC FIGURE REPRE- 
SENTING ALL EVIL , " 
AND PIERCED THE • ■ 
STUFFED HORROR- 
OBJECT WITH KNIVES. 
THE WEIRD CEREMONY 
HSJJ CLIMAXED BY THE 
MASTER MATADOR OF 
THE PRECEDING YEAR, 
PLUNGING THE FLAMING 
SWORD OF MIRACLES 
INTO THE HEART OF 
THE MYTHICAL DEVIL- 
BULL. ACCORDING TO 
THE ANCIENT LEGEND 
OF THE TOWN, THESE ' 
MYSTICAL RITES PRO- i. 
TECTED THE TOWN *~I 
FROM DESTRUCTION BY f 
THE ERUPTION OF MT 
POCO FOR ANOTHER YEAR 





WHILE, AT HIS HOTEL ROOM WINDOW, ANOTHER 
MATADOR, MIGUEL CALVADOS, WATCHED THE FANTAS- 
TIC ANTICS IN THE TOWN SQUARE, WITH GRIM' ." * 
" - V-l WHAT IGNORANT, SUPERSTITIOUS 
NONSENSE/ MAKING SUCH A RJSS 
OVER PEREZ AND THAT SILLY 
SWORD/ ANYONE KNOWS THERE 
IS NO SUCH PERSON AS THE 
DEVlLf 




BLL.THE WINE 1SHERE- 

MMT AS WELL TAKE A SWALLOW/ 1 

Vt BECOME SO HIGH-STRUNG, 
UNTYING ABOUT THE TOURN- 
KNT TOMORROW, I IMAGINED 
HAT CRAZY-TALKING WAITER i 

KLKED RIGHT THROUGH 
THE DOOR/ 



WINE -MADE ME -DIZZY/ FEEL 
STRANGE/ WONDER - 
THING TOWHAT THAT WAITER 
SAID' NO HARM IN FOLLOWING 
S INSTRUCTIONS AND SEE_ 
AT, HAPPENS/ 



MIGUEL WAITED UHTIl THE 
LAST STRAGGLERS VAN/SHED 
FfiOV THE TOWN SOU*»r "£M, U 



I FEEL WEAK, TORN J^H 
BETWEEN THE DESIRE TO ^ 
FOLLOW MY INSTRUCTIONS A NO 
THE URGE WOT TO MEDDLE 
WITH THE MIRACLE SWORD/ 
BUT... THERE/ IT IS DONE 




FULFILL YOUR MISSION HEBE, AND YOU WILL NOT 
BE HARMED' PiCK UP THE SWORD OF MIRACLES/] 
WE, WHO ARE EVIL, DARE NOT TOUCH IT f^ 




EVERYONE WHO SEES ME 
NOTICES NEW POWER AND 
STRENGTH/ NOW THAT I'M 
POSESSED OF SATAN'S SPECIAL 
POWERS, NOTHING IS IMPOS- 
SIBLE / I WILL USE IT TO EVERY 
A0VANTA8E. ENTER POLITIC5, 
RULE THE PEOPLE, GET RICH 




PRODUCT OF THE FIRES OF ^5 
ADES, OBEY ME, * MIHIOK OF 

SATAN/ STOP YOUR DESTRUCTIVE 
FLOW / EVAPORATE t PROVE TO A 




DEATH IN VENICE 



AH; day long die pulse-of the cistem^pump had 
beaten with monotonous regularity, emptying, inch 
by inch, the water level, in the.crypt beneath the 
villa Vasari. And now the- job was done. Automat- 
ically, the pump shut off and there was a Strang.; 
silence in the stone vault, broken only by intermit- 
tent precipitation from the ^reen slime of the" ceil- 
ing. And then a soft stirring became apparent in the 
Silt that covered the 'floor— a stirring that was»1tke 
the motion of a large reptile come to life. 

The form that stirred, however, did not crawl. It 
wt up. It moved its arms, rose to its knew, stood 
on uncertain legs, peered about in the dim light. 
Then it spoke aloud. ' 

"Hqw long? How long ago did my cousin 
Clementi trick me by -opening the sluice that' flooded 
this room? How Ibng£|iave I rbeen imrr^ersed?" The 
creature with water-rotted garments of another age 
blinked at the fdngus-covered walls of the crypt, 
tested the depth- of the silt on the 'floor with the 
toe of his boot. "A long time, perhaps! 'Too long!'' 
Then the . <4j|d- covered creature laughed, with a 
mirthless resonance that'echoed dally in , the damp 
caverrt.' And with this he.latd his hands on the edge' 
of the opening that led to the life and light in the 
Villa above, where he, Cesare. had once been lord 
- and master. 

Meanwhile, in the portrait gallery above, Patrice 
Vasari scornfully faced the young man who had 
come to her viith such a solemn warning. "I'm 
scared to death," she mocked. "Brit I'm also curious. 
Just what is your angle in telling me this story about 
the Vasari?" 

Ricky Vassar shrugged carelessly, but his voice 
had an edge that belied, indifference. "No angle 
except that you're too young to die. I've heard you 
sing at the opera . . . every time you've been billed 
since you earnc to Venice from New York. And 
because you "have the voice, of an angel, ,1'd hate to " 
have, it cut off, simply because you also have the 
stubborn '.brain of a mule."- 

Patrke stiffened.. "1 think you'd better leave now: - ' 
Her hand. Yes ted on. the bel! cord which would sum- 
mon th^_ butler. * , 

ntied Ricky. ".You don't believe .my 
story dbout Cesare because you. think I'm just another 
G.JL student' in Venice with a trick' up my sleeve to 
gel the attention of -the famous American soprano, 
Patrice Vasari. Well, as it happens, I am poor, a? 
\lnJenl, and I wouldn't mind your attentions at all. 
But, as it happens, 1 know a lot more about this man 



■ml? j 

ory ibout C 



you claim as an ancestor than yon do." Ricky paused 
to pick up a sjlvej-aod- jeweled poniard thai liiy c 
the table beneath one of the many family portraits 
in the picture salon. of Cesare Vasari. "For instance, 
you may use this pretty little dagger as a letter- 
opener But youve never taken time out from read- 
ing your fan mail to look op Cesare's history, to 
learn that this is probably one of the very knives. 
Cesare the Ternbje stuck in the ribs of one of his 
own family." 

Patrice held her ground stubbornly. Cesare ww 
a gifted genius of the Renaissance," she said. 

"A gifted murderer, you mean. A perfect genius 
of a killer.!" Ricky pointed with the poniard to a 
portrait of. an elegant 17th' Century gentleman. 
There!" he said, "There is nxe of Cesare's victims.' 
.i cousin named Guid*. Ant> in this room there are 
a dniCjn more like C'"'do. all'of whom died with a 
knife in the ribx or with their throats slashed., And 
ah) ' Itei.'.ist your fine , ancestor Cesare !ul j : 
pathological fear of hi* own kin. hrivn'-r he spent i 
hi* thole life in fear and trembling that bis own 
relative! wrrc gathered in a plot ''b kill him in otdet 
to get possession of his immense wealth and proM • 
•title. Your fine ancestor was nothing-but a MdWrT 
killer with a persecution complex." 

"Then why did he build thus gallery and -order 
these family portraits painted?" persisted Patrice.' 

"Because every' portrait in this gallery reminded 
Cesare that one mote of his fancied menaces bad 
been eliminated. In fart, in his maniacal phobia, he 
was close to exterminating all of his dan. when a 
cousin by the name of Clcmenti trapped him in the 
Cistern and flooded the cistern with water." 

Rnky stood .thought fid ly, looking at the portrait 
of Gurdo. fingering (he poniard in his hand-. "Cesare, 
of course, was not content with just an oil painting 
of bis victims He also preserved their remains per- 
fectly in -his own wrej iplutton. And each of these 
bodies Cesare preserved now lies behind one of these* 
tlurmmg portraits!" 

Hslori. fttrice toi:'.d move, Ricky hid dri»n tnc 

glint 0? the ptaHljiJ, crisscross, over the portrait ol 
uvdo The tarrvft fdljaWay and there, in a niche ' 
behind rh< luintinjE \m nV perfectly preserved body ' 
ol the old Venetian* RtikygVinncd at Patrice. "I've 
rmned the painting, but I'pri proved my point." 

Palme «i.iii-il wi:!i hnwincd fascination a( the 
in. riifif .t «nrpsc. "He loms a* if he, were asleep." 



^m." said Ricky. "Guido's throat was cur. Therei 

■■n he'll come to lift. But the same is net 

Hf Cesare, who was immersed in a bath of hi* 

^Hpreiervative without being killed fan by 

QhMecci." -"- 

"••ing to laugh lightly,- Patrice said, '"'1 don't 
tfn in ghosts coming to life and killing innocent 
|Bfle in a haunted house!" 

^Vou iiren'l innocent in Cesare's eyes," Kn.k t n- 
Bd her. "You're a Vasari — or, at least, you 
By te be. And I'm not talking about ghosts, but 
Aft* A remarkable Renaissance formula that- was 
ap^le of arresting the noimal function of life 
■Aowt destroying it. Once a living organism is 
t^m out of this elixir of -Cesare's, it returns to 

For an instant, it seemed as if Patrice, would allow 
mc<f (o be convinced. Then, . her hand closed 
■md the bell cord and pulled. 

Almost at the same instant, by way of a secret 
■■age, a mud-covered figure entered the niche be- 
nd 1 his own portrait. Cesare stood behind his pot- 

Htf. listening, smiling, and stroking the blade of a 
■Murd which was almost like that held by Ricky.. 

"This is all very foolish," Patrice was saying. "If 
I fc«ened to you, I'd wake up at night with night- 
■ft). My butler will show you out, Mr. Vassar." 

te, Patrice," Ricky pleaded, "I* me ta^c a 



t the cistern, you're lira 



Tl.g 



^W*M<r is still lying there, without any signs of 
Mc I'll spend' the rest of my life paying you back 
far the portrait of Guido I ruined." 

r "My servants will remove any corpses that may 
fee hmg around the cellar," Patrice said firmly. And 
An as Ricky stood 'at the door, her voice softened. 
Thanks, Ricky, even if you did ruin a perfectly 

"1*11 find my way out without the help of your 
fcBitf," said Ricky, closing the door behind him. 

After Ricky had left, Patrice stood looking un- 
VBKinly around the room. She counted fifteen por- 
nits, each of which covered a -niche that contained 
At evidence of Cesare's blood .mania. In spite of 

-=:■: It', she shuddered. 

•filently, without her hearing a sound, the hinged 
Bpnit of Cesare swung open into the room. The - 
kt »und that attracted Patrice's .attention was the 
H*j of water in Cesare's boots as he crept stealthily ■ 



^■hen. Patrice saw the terrible figure coveted with 
^Hf and rotted garments. She saw the glitter of 
HJk'i dark eyes and the different, silvery glitter of 

•e poniard he held in his hand. But the terror that 

jf[ I her body was stvrchless. m 



Cesare laughed softly^ He came closer like a cat 
toward ,a saucer of cream. "My dear, you look 
shocked at my appearance," Cesare said. "The bath 
that I have just come from was hardly cleansing, 
even if it has kept me well-preserved and fit." Cesare 
laughed loudly at his own joke. Then he studied 
Patrice's dress withngreat curiosity. He pulled at his 
chin thoughtfully. "Styles of dress have changed a 
great deal. It must. have, been a very long time ago 
indeed- that my cousin Clementi immersjd me in the 



Cesare's knife hand drew back to strike without 
further warning. "You ^will make a charming ad- 
dition to my gallery of death," he said, 

"No," gasped Patrice. "I-I am not a Vasari! 
Don't . . . kill . . . me!" 

"Don't be afraid, my- do jr. This poniard makes a 
very small hole in dealing out death. And after you 
are dead, I shall keep your body"n a perfect state 
of preservation behind the most exquisite portrait 1 
tan order." Cesare stepped forward as his arm drew 
slowly back. "It is high time that the master of the 
Villa Vasari adds something to his Collection." 

As the hand drew back for the lethal "blow, it sud- 
denly halted. Cesare groaned slightly. Fingers that 
clung to the shaft of tire khffe loosened and dropped 
the poniard to, the floor. Patrice saw then the point 
of a poniard sticking through the chest of Cesare 
and the blood that came from, the dean, wound, 
merging .with the mud of Cesare's. garments. Next, 
*lu- saw Ricky standing in trie, niche from which 
Cc-san- himself had emerged.: As. the most ternbl. 
of all the Renaissance Vasaris fell slowly to the floor 
dead. Patrice fainted.. .' 

When she regained her senses, Patrice tasted 
brandy m her mouth. One of Ricky's hands was 
holding the glass 'and the other was holding her 
head. "You certainly teem to have found your way 
around the house," she joked feebly. * 

"I should," Ricky replied, "know my way around. 
The passage that leads into the niche behind Cesare's 
portrait is part of the Vasari family lore. And / am a 
Vasari . . . even if my lather did change his namt 
when we came to America!" 

"I'm afraid we're not related," admitted Patrice. 
"I*thaiiged my ntime when I began to sing Italian 
opera . . . and my silly vanity almost put me behind 
an American ei^it ball." 

"Maybe you could settle_ for a compromise like 
Vassar one of these days," aaid Ricky, kissing her., 
for emphasis. --, 

"Maybe," said Patrice. "You must admit that 
Patsy Mulligan is a terrible nairn- far the star of thv 
Venctian opera company!" 

THE END * 



' T'riATVlT/ C SFBCRP 


/",10NSTJiAN,Y0U CAME '1* 


MINOR, JUST THE '. t" ■. 


HERE FOR A REST/ 10U «^ 


FOR AN OMINOUS jgf 


PROMISED NOT TO TOUCH 


OPENING/ S^"^\ 


THE PIANO FOR TWO WEEKS, 


*^TJi^ v . r^ ^\ 


UNTIL YOUR NERVES 


Wr&i* 


WERE CALMED 


DOWN/ ■ 


'tg^tSferA 


^P 




tZWi 




M 


|P 




W\JY jfjl 




XSI 


^W% 


*}"!,>. 


UefcS^^K' 




fflyv^ 




t HAVE WAIT FOR TOur YOU--AGAINf WHAT 
LONG TIME I COME--/ DO YOU WANT ? I DON'T 
CEREMONY BEGINS /V WANT TO SEE ANOTHER 
YOU SHALL SEE WHAtV ONE OF YOUR BEASTLY 
MEAT POWER YOUR /fcS CEREMONIES 
MUSIC HAS I 




jtrntmuss, Jonathan I'-a&e 'upon the &n$t.r, 

*CEN£H£ HAP WITNESSED TWICE BEFORE. ■ - 



.. 



^ i'll give you ^fT strike him down/ 

SOME OF YOUR OW* J DONT LET HIM PROFANE/ 
SACRED FIRE/ ^M>^\ OUR SERVICER 





QUICK, JONATHAN// LOOK.VIOLA— 
TAKE ME AWAY o- / THEIR TORCHES 
FROM THIS ryAHE FLICKERING- 
PLACE OF J) GOING OUT/ IT 

f SYMBOLIZES THEIR 




I NEVER V Y0U NEEW ' T 
WANT TO SEE] WORRY ANY 
5TONEHENGE J LONGER , VIOLA / 
AGAIN, AS J THE MUSIC WHICH 
LONG AS JP REVITALIZED -^ 



I LIVE/ 



THESE BROODING 
F MONSTERS, IS NOW 
DESTROYED/ THE 

DRUIDS WILL NEVER 
. WALK AGAIN ! 






An Amazing Invention -"Magic Art Reproducer" 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



DRAW The First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE- 
Like An Artist. ..Even if You CANT DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New invention — 
Instantly! 




I iff Ar,, Picture — Con Kedu'.e or Enlarge Any Picture 

i. anyone from 5 to SO can draw or sketch or paint any- 

prir...the yen- first time you use the "Magic Art 

WOiIbct*" like a professional artist — no matter how 

jmi think you are! Anything you want to 

intonuti tally seen on any sheet of paper. Then 

1 ajutckh' follow the ?i:ies of tiic "picture image" 

■ pencil ... and you have an accurate original 

th.it anyone would think an artist had done. Al.-i 

.»nr.g larger or smaller as you wish. Anyone cm 

any desk, table, board. etc. — indoors or outdoors' 

Ef""" or practice or talent needed! 

- 'mil le popular! Everyone will ask you to draw ihcm. 

be in demand! After a short time, you may find you 

■a-, well without the "Magic Art Reproducer" be- 

ou have developed a "Icii.-.cl-:" and i h_-h ■ I i i i ■_* nrlisls 

.- — which may lead to a good paying arl career. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

Free 10-Day Trial! 




FREE! 



fc»:""2."- 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 71 07* 
296 Broadway, New York 7, «. Y. 



FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, DeplL.7107A | 

396 Broadway, New York 7,*..Y. j 

Rush my- "Magic Art Rmipducor" plus FREE lllus- I 

i mu«"bp?on^^..- ,i..",',"i ..^.v'^.yi^v.,'';:-,..:';;.; I 

■'■ i"in i! :■!>>..■■!■■ -iter 10-dfty trinl I 

KiiU Met my money hhcK .. . 

Address ," ■". 

City & Zone State j 

Q Check hen i 1 1 you wish to aavePostafjeby H-ndlns I 

. — — __ — — ___________ J 

ci 



AMAZING! AT TREMENDOUS SAVINCS! 



Hit Parade 
Break-Resistant 
Vinylite Filled 



R EC ORBS 
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CHOOSE... 

D HIT PARADE TUNES 

D MOST LOVED HYMNS 
D HILL DULY HITS 



Brand Now Discovery— 4-IN-! Viny- 
lite BREAK- J?eijsfanf Record*— "'icy 
Up To 10 Full Mlnutet 




Now, far trne HKST TIMI— You can have the BRAND NEW ALL-TIME 
HITS and POPULAR RECORDINGS— IB NEWEST All-Time Hits, 
or the AMAZING, unbelievable LOW PRICE of 
only $2£8. That's right, IB TOP SELECTIONS that if bought sep- 
arately would e«t up to Slt.02 in stores, on separate records — YOURS 
by mail (or only S2.M! YES. you can now get 18 HIT PARADE songs— 
the LATEST, the NEWEST nation-wide POPULAR TUNES— or la or 
the most POPULAR HILL BILLY tunes— some of these tunes are 
not yet sold by stores — or you get almost a whole complete album of 
your most wanted HYMNS. These are tunes you have always wanted. 
They will give you hours-of pleasure. You can chod.re from THREE 
DIFFERENT GROUPS — on newest, most sensational BREAK- 
RESISTANT records! These amazing records are 6-1 
6 songs to a record!. They arc brand new and ploy three times as 
many songs as regular records, and they play on regular 78 R.P.M. 
speed and fit all Type 78 H.P.M. standard phonograph and record 
players. These are all perfect, BREAK-RESISTAMI, Vinylite records 
free from delects. RUSH YOUR ORDER for 

your favorite group NOWI ORDER ALL ■ ■ 

THREE GROUPS and SAVE even MORE £&FP t 



18 MOST LOVED HYMNS 



MONEY, only J2.98 per g 



SUPPLY LIMITED. That's why we urge you 
in and mail coupon now! Play these 18 selecr 
tions ordered, use the NEW GIFT surface 
saving needle, for ID days at home. If you are 
not delighted, if you don't feel these are the 
BEST SOUNDING records for the price, return 
within 10 days for FULL REFUND. Don't 
delay, send $2.98 in check or money order, or 
put three one dollar bills in the mail with' this 
coupon and SAVE POSTAGE— DONT DE- 
LAY. MAIL COUPON TODAYl 




